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T’aala’idi miil yazhi doo bi’aan tseebiidi neeznadiin doo bi’aan ashdladiin doo bi’aan hast44g66 yihah yéedaq’ at’ééd lei’ 
Dzilijiin bits{jdi bi’dizhchjj doo Dzani Yazhi Naazbaa’ bee yééji’. Bizhé’é bizhi’ ba ’ayiilaa haala Naabeeho beda’anaa’i l4ago 
dahéléggo biniinaa. T’44 hooghangi ’éi Dzanibaa’ dabiinii nit’¢¢’, haala *iyisil bee ho’ dééji’igif dilzingo biniinaa doo baa hojilne’ 
da daho’di’nii nit’éé’. | 

Dzanibaa’ doo bima déo bizhé’é doo bilahkéi ’éi dzit dadiyinii ’ahééhininil binii’gi kéédahat’j. Ha’a’aahjigo *¢i Sis Naajini 
si’4; shadi’ aahjigo ’éi Tsoodzit nizhonigo si’ 4; kéédahat’iniddo ’e’e’aahjigo el Dook’o’ oostiid baa dzolniigo si’4; naana nahookgsjigo 
’6{ Dibé Nitsaa naanast’4. Dzanibaa’ nooséelgo, bi d66 bighan bit haz’4agi, dzit dadiyinii hak’i dadéez’{i’go haa ’adahalya. 

Dzanibaa’ bima ’éi t’dadoo ’fits’a’i naagha ’ako nidi ’adziil bii’ hold ’4a4d66 Dzanibaa’ bizhe’e ‘ei -atah naat’aanii niliigo 
bidine’é ya naha’a. Dzanibaa’ éi yit haajé’ igii naaki, t’4a ’atah binaaike niljjgo t’aa sahi ’asdzan{jil{. Haté’azini dikwiish{{ hwiighahgoo 


dabighango bit kéédahojit’j. 


In 1856, a girl given the name Dzani Yazhi Naazbaa’ was born at the base of Black Mesa. Her father named her “Little 
Woman Warrior Who Came Home” because he knew the Naabeeho (Navajo) had many enemies. Her family called her Dzanibaa’ 
for short because her birth name was sacred. 

Dzanibaa’’s family lived on land that was surrounded by four sacred mountains. Far to the east were the great La Platta 
Mountains; far to the south was beautiful Mount Taylor; nearer to their home in the west were the majestic San Francisco Peaks; and 
in the far north sat great Mount Hesperus. As Dzanibaa’ grew older, the mountains kept watch over her and her family. 

Dzanibaa’’s mother was a quiet but strong woman and her father was a war leader. Dzanibaa’ had two older brothers and no 


sisters. Many relatives lived nearby, so she was never alone. 
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Dzanibaa’ atchini nilinéed4q’ aydo bit hozhod nit’éé’, ako 
nidi t’4adoo hooyani tah Waashindoon bisilao ta’ haghandi yikai. 
Dzanibaa’ ’éi t’aa sahi hooghangi dibé yazhi d06 tVizi yazhi baa 
‘ahojilya. Hazhé’é ’éi Naachid baa na’aldeehgo6 ’iiyaa do6 hama 
éi dzidze’ dadoodiitigii ha’ iiya. 

Dzanibaa’ éi silao bééjildzid. Ch’éhéeni’ nizhdit’jjhgo t’66 
hama ’iiyahéejigo dah jiite’, hama hazhdindotaal biniiyé. Silao 
ta’ hwiilts4ago hach’j’ dah yiite’ d66 hasit d66 bila’ yee hazéeé’ 
daadeelchid. Dzanibaa’ éi ch’ééh nijiyoolghat d66 ’ajiitaat d66 
jidilwosh nidi t’4adoo bee bohénéedzani da. Silao dah dahwiist!’ 00 
d66 biljj’ yik’i dah hastj. T’ahdoo haghand66 hj’ bit dah diijeehg6o, 
silao dibé yazhi ta’ deiisit d66 dah dayiistt’¢, t’4a hé dah ho’ diist!’6 
yéegi at’ éego. 


Dzanibaa’’s happy childhood ended suddenly when some 
U.S. troops came to her family’s hogan. Dzanibaa’ was all alone 
with the little lambs and goats. Her father had gone to meet with 
other war leaders, and her mother had left to gather juniper berries. 

Dzanibaa’ was afraid of the troops. She tried to hide, but she 
became so frightened that she ran towards the juniper trees in search 
of her mother. A soldier saw her and grabbed her, putting his hand 
over her mouth. Dzanibaa’ tried to squirm and kick and yell, but it 
was no use. The soldier tied her up and put her on a horse. Before 
they left her home area, the soldiers grabbed several little lambs and 


tied them up in the same way Dzanibaa’ was tied. 
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a aes ee anaa’niit bik’eh, Dzanibaa’ t’oo yes 


ei binaagos t tsé nitsaa daalzhingo naazhoodgo yiyiilts4. T’4a naas jideeskaigo, 

ae ‘Tschootsoh bich’j’ jookahgo tsé danitsaago naazhodd d66 daalgaigo jiiltsa. 

. ~ Hanaa 12 aagod ’6{ hodootl’izh. T’ahdoo kéhoot’ éegi hojiittséeh da nit’é¢’. Waashindoon 
bisiléo doo dahasnaahg60 shjj Dzanibaa’ kwii haltsoigi bit hozhoni doo ni’. 


As Dzanibaa’ traveled eastward with the soldiers, she saw the landscape 
change many times. Dzanibaa’ grew more sad and homesick with every change. 
She saw the sagebrush change to short shrubs, and then they came to an area 
that was covered with orange sand and many orange mesas. Soon the sagebrush 
returned and Dzanibaa’ saw many black rocks that formed tall mesas. As they 
neared Fort Canby, the mesas changed from black to white and the valley was 
covered with green vegetation. It was an area different from anything Dzanibaa’ 
had ever seen before. If she had not been a captive of these soldiers, Dzanibaa’ 


would have thought the valley was beautiful. 
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Tséhootsohgi silao bit haz’4nigi hot ildee’go, *atchini t’aa hogi at’éego dabi’disnaahigii 4ago ’akwe’é dabi’ dota’ lago yaa 
Akoniizi{’. Aahéeshjéé’ danilijgo t’44 tahigoo nahaazt4qgo daacha. ’Ama d66 ’azhé’é bada’atchini yika danitaago yiniiyé nihakahee, 
jo bi da ’aldd’ dabi’diiltsood. 

T’4adoo nizaad nahalzhishi Dzdnibaa’ bima d66 bizhé’é d66 bilahkéi Tséhootsojj’ silao yah adabineeskaad. Dzanibaa’ bima 
d66 bizhé’é d66 bilahkéi yit na’ahiiltsanigii t’44 ’awotibee yaa bit hozhoo nidi bi do’ dabi’ disnaahigii ’éi yaah bini’. 

Tséhootsohgi daho’déta’go, Dzanibaa’ d66 bima dé6 bizhe’e doo bilahkéi, t’4a hazho’6 t’aalahidi doo ’atch’{idigo silao 


hanida’altso’go ’ana’at’aah. Atahji’ dichin daho’niighag nit’ €¢’. Dzanibaa’ bima baah doott’izh yilt’eesgo ’ahalchinigii yéninalnihgo 


When they arrived at Fort Canby, Dzanibaa’ noticed many Naabeeho children huddled in little groups crying. The children 
had been kidnapped just as Dzanibaa’ had been, and were being used as bait to capture their parents. 

It was not long before Dzanibaa’’s family was forced to walk to the fort. Dzanibaa’ was glad to see her family again, but sad 
because she did not want to see them held as captives. 

During their stay at Fort Canby, Dzanibaa’ and her family were given one small meal every day. They were very hungry. 
Dzanibaa’ remembered the way the air smelled when her mother cooked blue corn bread, and wanted, more than anything, to eat 


some of that bread dipped in warm goat’s milk. 
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T’ah nit’éé’ silao ’Adadiiniid, “Naabeehd ’aqahéeshjée’ danilinigii t’aa’altso Yoot6 bit hahoodzoh biyi’ gi doé ha’a’aahjigo 
Waashindoon bisilao bit naahast’4, Fort Sumner hoolyéé léi’ gi, div’ di neeznadiin d6o bi’aan ashdladiin tsin sita4g606 daats’i *anizahgoo 
t’aa ni’ anihi’ di’ndolkat.” 

TVhoo’niih daash{i néel44’ bii’ niléi Fort Sumnergoo hodi’noolkat. Atchini yazhi d66 sdanii daaltsanigii doo dine naas 


daazl{’igii dé6 baah nidahaz’anigii nidi t’aatahigi ’at’eego naas bidi’noolkat. Alchini yazhi do6 diné naas daazlj’igii ’ada’niichah. 


Atchini ’éi nidaaldzidgo d6o bit daayée’go yiniinaa daachah, naana diné nas daazl{’igii ’éi dabikéyah diyinii yaa dabini’go doo doo 


yits’A dabini’ g66 yiniinaa daachah. 


Before long, the soldiers announced that all the Naabeeho prisoners would be forced to walk to Fort Sumner in eastern New 
Mexico territory, which was nearly 450 miles from their homes. 

“Why are we being forced to walk so far?” cried Dzanibaa’. “My feet and my legs hurt!” 

Mother took DzAnibaa’’s hand and held it. “When we find some herbs, we will rub your feet and legs with them to make you 
feel better. Now, sing one of the songs we have taught you. It will help the ground move faster under your feet.” 

The journey to Fort Sumner was difficult for all the Naabeeho. Dzanibaa’ saw old people, children, and pregnant women 
walking, putting one foot in front of the other, not knowing where they were being forced to go. Children and some older people 
cried as they walked. The children cried because they were frightened and the old ones cried because they did not want to leave their 


land between the sacred mountains. 
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_ Dzanibaa’ binaat Naabeeho hozh@ yéego naas daazlj’igii bitah dahoniigai ’4ad66 ’akéédéé’ ninadadinidleehgo biniinaa niléi ’ooldahigii ’akéédéé’ t’00 
-adajiikaah. Sildo diné ’akéédéé’ ninadadinidleehigii t’oo honi’aa adayii’ éeshgo t’66 yit da’ditdon. Diné daninénigii doo nidi hazho’o yoo -adaalne’ g66 
t’66 bits’4aji’ ho’di’noolkat. Diné daninéhigii dabité’azini doo bits’a dabini’ g06, silao t’4a naas wohnéét dahainiigo, nahjj’ kédabi’ dil’/. : 
T’aa naas joonéelgo hakéyah yée bits’4aji’go ho’di’noolkal, w6naasii’ ga’ hakeyah diyingo hot danilinée hats’ 4a’ 
_w0’aa ’eeldoh. Tsoodzil, hadzit diyinii yéeni’ ’6i ha’a’ahjigo bila joozna, ’ako nidi Dzanibaa’ éi shisodizin doo 
hiyiin bishidiyiil’44’ yée doo baa diyooshnah da, niigo saad yee nihoni’4. Naana, sha’atchini hazlji’go 


» 1 aa hazho’6 t’aa nihi nihikéyahdi biyaa hodiyeesh’aat niigo ’atdo’ yee ninaahoni’4. 


2 Saat fe 


“Dzénipaiieetthed as the old Nadbactts became sick and fell to the back of the line. The soldiers took the feeble behind a hill and shot them. 
No proper burial was allowed for those who died. The soldiers pushed away the mourning relatives, forcing them to continue walking. 

_ As Dzanibaa’ and her people walked further and further from their homeland, their beloved sacred land faded from view. When Mt. Taylor, her 

; sacred mountain of the south, vanished behind her, Dzanibaa’ vowed that she would never forget the prayers and songs she had learned through the 

years. She promised herself that she would raise her children back home on beautiful Black Mesa. 
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After they had walked many days, Dzanibaa’ and her family were hungry, tired, and homesick. Their bodies 


and minds ached; they were almost too tired to walk over a low rise. When they reached it, they saw Fort Sumner 


spread out below them. Dzanibaa’ began to cry. Her tears made many marks on her slender, sunburned face. 
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‘Aahéeshjéé’ dajiliigo Naabeeho dij’ di ch’ éénidaghgo ch’ééh k’idazhdeezla’. Kéyahigii ga’ doo jooba’ dala. Kéyah 
bikaa’g66 ’ald6’ aydo hazgan. Azhashiji keyah bikad’ kéédahojit’ inigii biighahgoo tooh niljj nidi, tohigii -ashijh la?i bii’ 
héloogo biniinaa doo ninada’jinitt’ {ih da. Lah éi t’aa shog ha da’di’nées44 nit’é¢’ teeyi’ ch’osh danineezigii t’66 hats’ 4a’ 


altso dayiitchozh. Aad66 ’atdo’ yéego ninadahaltijhgo k’idazhdeezla’ yée t’66 ’altso hats’44’ bit yoo ’adaheez’éel. 


Doo ha nindda’nilt’{ih da nidi, Dzanibaa’ bizhé’é k’i’dilyeegi yidahonitkad nit’éé’. K’éénidazhdi’ dléehgo t’oo haah 
ninddahaka’. “Kodi k’éénida’diidléehgo bidadiniildijl, ako nihééda’ilnii’go t’aa shoo t’aa nihi nihikéyah diyinigii bikaa’ 
k’éndada’ diidléehgo doo niha nindanitl’a da dooleet,” niigo hazhe’é k’i’ dilyéegi yidahonitkad. 


As prisoners of war, the Naabeehé tried four springs to plant crops. The land was not kind. The ground was hard. 
Although the Pecos River ran through the fort, the water was too alkaline and the crops were choked to death. When the crops 
did grow a little one year, the worms came and destroyed the tender plants. There were also times when it rained so hard that 
the crops were washed away. 

When Dzanibaa’ saw her father prepare for planting the third year, she said: 

“Father, our crops will be destroyed again. Why can’t we wait until we get back to Black Mesa before we plant?” 

“T know the crops will be destroyed,” answered Father, quietly. “But we plant because we cannot let our children and 


grandchildren forget our ways. Our children learn many things about the environment through the planting of corn.” 


Doo ha ninada’nilt’jjhg66 biniinaa t’66 silao ch’iiyaan hataa 


nideii’nihigii nidajidjih. Ei ch’iiyaan hataadaas’nii’igii dahats’iis doo 


yit ahidadinéelnaad da. Hama ’éi to nilinigii yits’44d06 to ’anayiil’jjhgo 
naa’oli daalzhingo hataanidaa’nihigii ch’ééh yit néiitbish. Naa’dli yée 
yeego néitbish nidi doo dit’6ddi yileeh da. Lah Dzanibaa’ bima naa’ 6li 
bitoo’igii nahg66 yaah hayiikaj’ aad66 naa’oHigii ’éi t’4a danitl’izgo 
dajooldéél. Ei bikééd66 ’inda naa’ oHigii ’*éi gohwééh t’4a danimazigii 
‘adaat’éé lago hot béédahoozin. 

Ch’iityaan fa’ hataa naadaas’nii’igii ga’ nidi t’660 hot haashij 
naadaat’é. *Ak’aan ga’ dinilchii? d66 ch’osh t’66’ahayoi bitah 
daholoogo dajiitts4, ’4ad66 bisdodi bits’ alt’4a’ igo nidaheest’4az tehigii 
ei dadiitdzid do6 haishij ’iyisigi ’ahalchin nidi silao hataa nideii’nih. 
Atsiigii yichxg’ nidi Dzanibaa’ bima ha néilt’is haala t’aa ’éi t’éi 
dahach’iiya’go ’ana’at’aah nit’éé’. Lah Dzanibaa’ binaai bisdodi bitsj’ 
ta’ yiyiiyga’ nit’éé’ k’asid4q’ biishxj. 


Because the crops failed, Dzanibaa’’s family and the other 
Naabeeho had to rely on the troops to provide them with rations. The 
food given to them was strange to their bodies. Her mother was given 
dark beans, which she boiled in the bitter river water. No matter how 
long they boiled the beans, they did not get any softer. Dzanibaa’’s 
mother would throw out the water, and then the family would eat the 
beans. Later, they were to learn the bean was coffee. 

The other food was no better. The flour was pink and had many 
dead bugs in it, and the meat the soldiers called bacon was rotten and 
smelled horrible. Dzanibaa’’s mother cooked the bacon anyway because 
it was the only food they had. There was a time when Dzanibaa’’s 
brother ate the bacon and nearly died. 


Lah Dzanibaa’ Hi’ bid4a’ sildo biljj’ ba ninadaajihigii, 
at’ 6éké doo sdanii naad4a’ yitah hadayiilaahgo yiyiiltsa. Hwiinaal 
d66 bik’ ij’ Hi bighangoo yoo -azhnoot’ii’ d66 Hj’ bid4a’ naakidi 


haajaa’go hakélchi bik’i ni’iizt’ood yee bitat’ah abijiizyil. Silao 


shij ta’ hwiiltsa4 la. Lip bidaa’ la’ jineez’{i’go biniinaa silao 
dikwii shij yilt’éego dahasit d66 t?6o’di hashtish naazttéé’ 
16i’ 266 hot dah diijéé’ d66 *aadi hanii’ t’aa na’nile’dii hasht?ish 
yee deiizhdléézh dd6 ta’ hazadeiizttee’. Dah jiite’ doo hasht?ish 
hazaatlé’ée hahijidiizoohgo, haahgodshii sil4o haa ’anidaadloh. 


hazhé’é doo halahkéi naad44’ jineez’{’ée deiildeelgo baa hol 
hozh6o. Dzanibaa’ éi yéego dichin naadaho’ niighaago Hj’ bidaa’ 


ta’ naajidindo’jijtgo bee nihozhni’4. 


One day, Dzanibaa’ saw some girls and women picking 
through the corn and oats that were put out for the soldiers’ horses. 
Dz4nibaa’ snuck over to the corral, grabbed two handfuls of corn, 
and stuffed them into the sides of her tattered moccasins. A soldier 
saw her. To punish her, he and some other soldiers took her to a 
dirty pond and smeared mud all over her face. They laughed as she 
ran away and spat the mud out of her mouth. It was a humiliating 
experience, but that evening, as her family ate the corn that was 
mixed with oats, Dzanibaa’ vowed that she would be brave enough 


to provide her family with decent food again. 
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T’ah t’aa Hwéeldidi ’aahéeshjéé’ dajiljjgo Dzanibaa’ 
kinaasda’. Hama ’éi nabiilndago yiniinaa t’66 yichah. 
Naabeeho ’éi t’44 bi bikéyah diyinigii t’éiya bii’ kinaalda 


néiit’aahgo yee nahas’ anigii bit bééhézingo biniinaa chaat bii’ 
nididaah. Dzanibaa’ ’éi bima d66 bizhé’é d66 bilahkéi doo 
yinaat kinaalda ba yidoo’aal dayigii yaah bini’. Ako nidi hama 


éi hoda’ilnii’go Dzitijiindi nijikaigo ’inda hazhd’6 kinaalda 


ta’ na yidoo’aat hatniigo yee nihoni’4. 


While the Naabeeho were prisoners at Fort Sumner, 
Dzanibaa’ reached puberty. Her mother cried soft, bitter tears 
as she told Dzanibaa’ that the Naabeeho were not to hold the 
kinaalda (puberty ceremony) outside of their sacred land. 

“We can celebrate your kinaalda when your time comes 
again,” said Mother. “I hope we will not be prisoners then. 
Naabeeh6o always celebrate the first and second one.” 

“T will tell my body to wait until we get home,” said 
Dzanibaa’. “We will have it there.” 
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Dzanibaa’ doo bidine’é t’4a’altso Hwéeldidi daneeznaa shij doo nit’éé’ nidi hada’atchini d66 k’é d66 hasodizin d66 dahayiin dahologgo 
binahjj’ hada’ joosniid d66 bee hakaa’jj dahazljj’. Adoone’é bee k’é da’ahizhdi’ninigii bee da’ahijota’ nit’éé’; ako diné doo béédahojisin da yéeni’ 
adoone’é beego dahak’éi danil{jgo bit athéédahojooszijd. Dzanibaa’ doo bima doo bizhé’é doo bilahkéi diné dikwinéelaa’ shij Hwéeldidi yit 
athéédahoosziid yée ’ahitka’anidaajah daazljj’. Ahidiniindago k’é yee ’atk’idahalta’ doo saad ajooba’ yee atch’}’ haadaadzih nit’ éé’. 

Dif’? nadhaijj’ Hwéeldidi ’aghéeshjéé’ dajil{j nit’ée’go Waashindoon bisilao yinanit’a’i nilinigii, Sherman wolycego, Hwéeldidi Naabeeho 
bit Adahoot’éegi yaa nidindotaal yiniiyé Wadshindoondéé’ deeya ha’niigo Naabeeho dayiinii’. Barboncito ‘ei Dzanibaa’ bizhé’é k’é yinahjj’ bik’ is 
niljigo Naabeeho ya yatti’ dooleet biniiyé bik’i hodiinii’. Dzanibaa’ ¢éi hanaat hazhé’é d6o naat’danii dikwilt’éego shij ’ahiikaigo Barboncito ’€i 
Sherman yee yit hodoolnihigii yinidaha’aago t’60 jiists’4q’ nit’€e’. 

Naabeeho binaat’danii danilinigii ’altso ’ahit nidahasne’go Barboncito yiizj’ii’ alchini binaagod nahaaztanée yinak’ee déé’ji’ go t’aa 
bahat’aadi ’ajooba’ yee yik’inighal. Dzanibaa’ éi Barboncito hanak’ee déé’{i’ go t’66 ga’ ha’at’iishjj nizhonigo neeziligo hatahgo6 hahodiinodd. 

Barboncito bidine’é t’4a bi dabikéyahg0d, dzit dadiyinii binii’ gi, nikeédadookah yee yistee’go silao yinanit’a’i yidaahdoo niniya. Naaltsoos 
: Sani bee ’alghadazhdeest’ anée ’éi hakéyah ha ’anéiisjjd doo binahjj’ aahééshjée’ daj ilijdéé’ hwééda’ ilnii’, Ya’iishjaashchili bii’ yizilgo doo taa’iigo6 

| yootkdalgo doo t’4ata’idi mifil yazhi doo bi’aan tseebiidi neeznadiin doo bi’aan hastadiin d6o bi’aan tseebii bii’ yihah yéed4q’. 


Dzanibaa’ and all of her people could have perished at Fort Sumner, but the children, the clan system, their songs, and their prayers helped 
4 them survive extremely desperate times. It was the clan system that brought together Naabeeho who were once strangers to one another. Dzanibaa’ 
| found many people who were related to her by clan, and she, her family, and their new relatives began to provide for one another. Together, they 
gave one another encouragement, courage, and kind words. 

After four long years, the Naabeeho heard that an important soldier named Sherman was coming to inspect conditions at Fort Sumner. 
Barboncito, a good friend and brother to Dzanibaa’’s father by clan, was selected by the Naabeeho to speak for them. Dzanibaa’ watched and 
listened as her father and other leaders discussed with Barboncito what they wanted him to tell Sherman. When the men were through talking, 
Barboncito stood up and looked gently into the eyes of the children. Dzanibaa’ felt warmth when her eyes met his. 

Barboncito persuaded Sherman to let the Naabeeho return to their land between the sacred mountains. The Treaty of 1868 set aside their 


land and released them from imprisonment on June 1, 1868. 
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Hwéeldidéé’ hwééda’ilnii’go t’44 ho hakéyah biih nijookai, ’aadoo t’ahdoo Hwéeldig66 hodi’neelkaad yéed44’ dahaghan yéegi nijikai. Haghan 


ene P 


biighahgi yildzis 1éi’g66 hama yigaalgo ’ak66 Dzanibaa’ akéé’ niya. Tse dadeeztsaa léi’ yildzisigii yinahjj’ daast!’ingo hama hanaai nahg66 ’adah ayiismaaz. 


Tsé la’ nahgod ’andayiismaazgo diyogi libaago’ d66 nidiniiba’go hooldzis léi’ goyaa abéédzilgo hama yik’i’nich’id. Hojoobaa’igo hama diyogi t’aadoo le’é 
bii’ neesmasgo hayiiyi{ d66 aq’Ayiilaa nit’éé’ ts’aa’ ta’ bii’ sita4 d66 *ashjjh tsé nidahalin dé’ ta’ bii’ shijaa’ 44d66 yoo’ yoolgaai bee 


‘ ’adaalyaa léi’ aldd’ bii’ naazl44 d66 naad44’ dadoot!’ izhigii d66 daalchi’igii doo daaltsooigii d66 daalgaiigii ’aldd’ bii’ naanas’nilgo 
_ bik’ izhnighal. Chah bii’ nididéahgo Dzanibaa’ bima binaalye’{ binoo’ ayiilaa yee dah yidiijaa’go ’ani, “K’ad 14q nizhonigo kinaalda 


na yidoo’aat, Biniiyé hasht’ehodi’néeh dooleet.” 


- 


ok ok ok 
Dzanibaa’ followed her mother to a rocky hill near their old home. She watched as her mother removed large rocks piled against the side of the hill. 


As more rocks were removed, Dzanibaa’ could see faded gray designs on a rug that was hidden in a large hole. With great effort, her mother pulled the bundle 


out and opened it to reveal a wedding basket, a small bag of rock salt, some jewelry made of shells and precious stones, and several ears of dried blue corn. 
Tearfully, Dzanibaa’’s mother held these items up to the sunlight. 


“We are ready to begin preparations for your kinaalda ceremony,” she announced. 


Yisk4ago Dzanibaa’ bitsii’ ba be’atl’ Gogo tP66’g66 ch’iniyaa d66 Dzitijiin yits{jd66 yiizi’. Taa’ naahai dod woshdée’ 
ho doo hama d66 hazhé’é d6o bit hajfijéé’ d66 hodine’é bii’ tazhdiikaigii t’66 baa nitsijikeesgo jizj. Dzanibaa’ dah dintit’. 
Naabeeho jilinigii bee dah jinoot’4at d66 hodine’é Hwéeldidéé’ ninahaaskaaigii ’ald6o’ binahjj’ dah jinoot’aat haala *aadi doo 


-altso Aho’ disdjjd da. Hakaa’jj’ dahazlj’igii binahjj’ naasg66 Naabeeho da’ ahoolchiit dooleet. 


Later that evening, Dzanibaa’ stood alone at the base of Black Mesa. She thought of everything she, her family, and all 
the Naabeeho had endured during the past few years. Dzanibaa’ lifted her head higher. She was proud that she was Naabeeho, 


proud that her people had survived Hweeldi. Their survival would give life to all future generations of The People. 
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Afuthor’s Note 


vividly remember an episode that took place in an American History class during my senior year of high school. During a lecture about the Long Walk, the teacher 
I announced that “... the Navajo people were removed to Bosque Redondo bec ause they were raiders and stealers...” While looking me in the eye (the only Navajo 
in the class), he Senaced by saying “...and | am not talking about the NFL Football teams.” Everyone in the ene laughed and stared at me. It was then that 
I began my search for the truth | 

It is. a popular belief that the Navajo people were removed from their home and placed as prisoners of war at Fort Sumner because they were “raiders and stealers.” 
In actuality, there are many reasons not commonly cited for the removal of the Navajo people to Bosque Redondo. Following are a few reasons rarely discussed; 


Two significant events began to bring strangers into the land the Navajos occupied. In 1847, silver was found in the Nevada mountains 
and California bec came part of the United States. Two years later, gold was discovered and the sold rush began. Naabeeho warriors were 
me attempting to protect Ww rhat v was theirs when they retaliated against the prospectors and settlers. 


‘ The 1848 Teeaey. of Guadalupe Hildago ended the v wat between the United Sti ates sand N Mexico. New Mexicc 0 Territory ous poe eens 
tos ssabaue the “raiders? ‘and to take their land, 
: in 185 8, the Cais intendent of Indian Affairs began to carry out a pl an for concentrating ihe Indians of the Southw rest ON reserv ations, 


Ys : From 1861- 1865 Sy oe Civil — was raging and he: gover ea ae ‘ammunitions and aoe Tt ‘was ies that the area 
the Naabeeho occupied in ‘Arizona and New. Mexico had a great supply of ' gold, silver, minerals, Loe ore. _ Several years later, the. 
—— railroad entered the land oft the Naabeeho. y is 
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